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77>g l ife and death of Richard thejccond. 


Drums: Flourifb , Colours, 

Enter Richard^AumerleXarlile,and Souldiers. 

Rich. Barkloughly Gaftje call you this at hand ? 

An. Yca,my Lord: how brooks youi Grace the ayre, 
Aftcryc>uc l.atCLtoflfing on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich, Needs muft I Lke it well: Iwcepcforioy 
To ftandvpon my.Kingdomeonceagainc. 

Deere Earth,! doe falutc tHee with my hand. 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfcs hoofes: 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares,and fmilcs in meeting; 

So weeping,finding,greet I thee my Earth, 

And doc thee fauor with my Royall hands. 

Feed not thy Soucraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy Swcctcs,comfort his rauenous fence: 

But let thy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venomc, 

And heauie-gated Toades lye in their way, 

Doing annoyance to the trecherous feete. 

Which with v furping fteps doe trample thee. 

Yeeld Binging Nettles to mine Enemies; 

And when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower, 

Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, 

Whofc double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death vpon thy Soucraignes Enemies. 

Mock nor my lencelefle Coniuration,Lords; 

This Earth fhall haue a feeling,and thefe Stones 
Prouearmed Souldier3,cre her Natiue King 
Shall falter vndcr foule Rebellious Arme*. 

CV.Fearc not my Lord,that Power that made you Kin^ 
Hath power to kcepe you King,in fpight of all. 

Atm. He mcancs,my Lord,that we are too remifle, 
Whrleft Bullingbrooke through our fccuritie, 

Growes Brong and great, in fubftance and in friends. 

Rich . Difcomforcable Coufin^knoweB thou not, 
That when the fcarching Eye of Heaucn is hid 
Behind the Globe,that lights the lower World, 

Then Theeucs and Robbers raunge abroad vnlccne. 

In Murthers and in Out-rage bloody here: 

But when front ynder this Tcrreftriall Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Eaflcme Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through eifry guiltiehole, 

Then Murthers,Treafons,and detefted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 
Stand bare and naked,trembling at themfelues# 

So when thisThcefe,this Rt^oxBullingbrooke, 

Who all this while hath reuell’d in the Night, 

Shall fee vs rifing in ourThrone,the Eaft, 

TisTrcafons will fit blufhing in his face, 

^ot able to endure the fight of Day ; 

3ut felfe-affrigmcd,tremble at his finne. 

^ot all the Water in the rough rude Sea 
Can wafh the Balme from an anoynted King; 

The breath of worldly men cannot depofe 
The Dcputie ele&cd by'theLord: 

For cuery man that BuUwgbrooke hath preft, 

To lift (hrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, 

Hcauen for his Richard hath in heaucnly pay 
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A glorious Angell: then if Angels fi^ht 
Weakemen muB fail,for Heaucn Bill on at !i e fcL 

Enter Salisbury. S thcr ight, 
Welcome my Lord, how farre offlycs your P 

Salisb. Nor neere,nor farther off, my a ra • ° Wcr ? 

Then this wcake arme; difeomfort guides 

And bids me lpeakc of nothing but delpai rc f. t0n 2 l,e ) ^ 

One day too !ate,I fcare (my Noble Lord) * 

Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth • 

Oh call backe Ycflerday,bid Time returnc 
And thou fhalt haue twelue thoufand fightina 
Today,today,vnhappie day too late ' 

Orcthrowes thy Ioycs,Fricnds,Fortune,and rU c 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wertdead ^ 
Arc gone to Bullingbrooke, difperB,and fled * 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, why lookcsy OU rGr acef( 

"Rich. But now the blood of twentie thoufand 
Did triumph in my face,and they are fled ^ 

And till fo much blood thither come ag 3 ine 
Haue I not reafon tolooke pale,and dead? * 

All Soules that will be fafe,flye from my fide 
For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. * 

*Aum. Comfort my Liege,remcmber who 
Rich. I had forgot my felfe. Atn-I not Kin/? ^ 
Awake thou fluggard Maieftie,thou fleepefl / 

Is not the Kings Namefortic thoufand Names? 
Armc,armc my Name : a pnnie fubied (hikes 
Ac thy great glory. Looke not to the ground 
Ye Fauorices of a King: are wee not hioh:' * 

High be our thoughts: I know my Vnckle ttrfc 
Hath Powerenough to ferue our turnc. 

But who comes here i inter Scroope. 

Scroope. More health and happineffe betide my Lieo e 
T hen can my care-tun’d tongue deliucr him. 7 & 1 

Rich. Mine eare is opcn,and my heart prepar’d: 

The worft is woildly loflc,thou canB vrtfold; 

Say,Is my Kingdome loft? why ’twas my Care: 

And whatlofleisit to be rid of Care? 

Striues Budingbrooke to be as Great as wee i 
Greater he fhall not be: If hee ferue God, 

Wec’l ferue him too,and be his Fellow fo. 

Reuolt our Subie&s? That we cannot mend, 

They breake their Faith to God,as well as vs: 

Cry Woe,Deftru6lion,Ruinc,Lo(fe,Decay, 

The worft is De3th,and Death will haue his day. 

Scroope. Glad am I,that your Highneffe is fo arm’d 
To bearc the tidings of Calamine. 

Like an vnfeafonablc ftormie day, 

Which make theSilucr Riuers drowne their Shores, 

As if the World were all diflolu’d to teares: 

So high,about his Limits,fwells the Rage 
Of Bu'lingbrookc , couering your fcarcfuU Land 
With hard bright Stecle,and hearts harder then Steele: 
White Beares haue arm’d their thin and haircleflcScalps 
Againft thy Maieftie,and Boyes with Womens Voyces, 
Striue to fpeakc bigge, and ciap their female joints 
In ftiflfe vnwieldie Armes: againft thy Crowne 
Thy very Beadf-men learnc to bendtheirBowes 
Of double farall Eugh: againft thy Stare 
Yea DiftafFe-Women manage ruftie Bills: 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rcbell. 

And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

Rich. Too well,too well thou telfft a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of WiltihircPwbere is 1 Bagcti 
What is become of Bvfhicl yhere is green# ^ 
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^—v Tu,,i7let the dangerous Enemie 
Tl,a r th /our Confines with fuch pcacefull fteps ? 

M ca ‘ ur :i e t heir heads (hall pay for it. 

Ifvve P rc ’ haue ma( j e peace with •Bulliugbrooke. 

I f p ; cace haue they made with him indecde(my 

l° r<,,) Oh Villains,Vipers,damn’d without redemption, 
R,eb ' , a fii y woon to fawne on any man, 

W ’ „ heart blood warm’d, that fttng my heart, 

S rndaffes.each one thrice worfe then tudas, 
r; t hev make peace? terrible Hell make warre 
Ti SO.IC. tor this Offence. 

V P J" Sweet Loue(l fee) changing his propertle. 

Tames w the lowreft,and molj deadly hate: 

1 L vneurfe their Soules; their peace is made 
«; Heads, and not with Hands:thofc whom you curfc 
o'Vfelr the worft of Deaths deftroying hand, 

J21,e full low.grau d in the hollow ground 
A /i. Is Greene, and the barle of W-ltflaire 

^Scroepe. Yea.all of them at Briftow loft their heads. 
fid where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich ’ Nomatter where; of comfort no man fpcake: 
Let’s ta'lke of Graues,of Wormcs,and Epitaphs, 

Make Duft ° ur Pa P cr > and with Ra y nic e >' CS 
Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth. 

Let’s chufe Executors,and talkc of Wills: 

And yet not fo; for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our Lilies,and all arc Bttllwgbrook'S, 

And nothing can we call our owne,but Death, 

And that fmall Modell of the barren Earth, 

Which ferues as Pafte,and Coucr to our Bones: 

For Heauens fake let v s fit vpon the ground. 

And tell lad ftorics of the death of Kings: 

How fome haue been depos'd, feme flaine in warre. 

Some haunted by the Ghofts they haue depos'd, 

Some poyfon’d by their Wiues.fomc deeping kill’d. 

All murt'ncr’d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall T emplcs of a King, 

Kcepes Death his Court,and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his State,and grinning at hisPompe, 

Allowing him a breath,a little Scene, 

To Monarchize.be fear’d,and kill with lookes, 

Infuling him with felfe and vaine conceit, 

As if this FlefhjW'hich walls about our Life, 

Were Brafle impregnable: and humor’d thus. 

Comes at the laft,atid with a little Pinne 

Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwcll King. 

Couer your heads,and mock not flefti and blood 
With folemne Reucrencc: throw away Refpeft, 
Tradition,Forme,and Ceremonious dune, 

Foryou haue but miftooke me all this while: 

I liue with Bread like you, feele Want, 

TafteGriefe,nced Friends: fubiedled thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

Carl.My Lord.wife men ne’rc wailc their prefent woes, 
But prcfcntly preuent the wayes to waile : 

Tofeare the Foe,fince feare opprefieth ftrength, 
Giuesinyour weakcncfTejftrength vnto your Foe; 
Feare,artd be flaine,no worfe can come to fight, 

Andfight and die,is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing,dying,payes death leruile breath. 

Atim. My Father hath a Power.enquireofhim, 
AndlearnetomalceaBody of a Limbc. 

Rtcb.1 hou chid’ft me welhproud ‘Bullmgbroake I come 


Tochangc Blowes with thee,for our day of Doome: 
This ague fit of feare is ouer-blowne. 

An eafie taskc it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope, where lyes our Vnckle with his Power ? 
Speakc fwcetly man.although thy lookes be fo wre, 
Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion of theSkie 
The Rate and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and heauic Eye: 

My Tongue hath butaheauierTalcto fay: 

I play theTorturer.by fmall and fmall 
To lengthen out the worft,that muft be fpoken. 

Your Vnckle Torke is ioyn’d with BuHingbrooke, 

And all your Northcrne Caftles yeelded vp, 

And all your Southcrne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Fa£!ion. 

I{ich. Thouhaftfaid enough. 

Beflrrcw thee Coufin,which didft lead me forth 
Of that fweet way I was in,to defpaire : 

What fay you now ? What comfort haue we now i 
By Heaucn lie hate him euei laft.ingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Caftle,there lie pine away, 

A King.Woes flaue, fhall Kingly Woe obey: 

That Power I haue,diicharge,and let ’em goe 
To eare the Land,that hath fome hope to grow, 

For 1 haue none. Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this,for counfaile is but vaine. 

Att'm. My Liege.one word. 

Rich. He docs me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the.flatteries of his tongue, 
Dilcharge my followers: let them hence away, 
pFrom Richards Night,to Bnllingbroohes faire Day. 

Exeunt, 


Scana Rertia. 


Enter with Drum and Colours fBulhngbrookpt 
Tor ke y Northumberland, A ttendants. 

But!. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are difpers’d^and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King,who lately landed 
With Tome few priuatc friends,vpon thisCoaft. 

North. The newes is very faire and good,my Lord, 
Richard, not farre from hcncc,hath hid his head. 

Tork. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: alack the heauie day, 

When fuch a facred King fhould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace miftakes: onely to be briefe. 

Left I his Title out. 

Tork. The time hath beenc, 

Would you haue beene fo briefe with him,he would 
Haue beenc fo briefe with you,to {horten you, 

For taking fo the Head,your whole heads length# 

Bull, Miftake not (Vnckle) farther then you fhould, 
Tork; Take not(good Coufin)farther then you fhould. 
Leaftyou miftake the Heauens arc ore your head. 

Buk, I know it(Vnckle)and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft their will. But who comes here ? 

Enter Vercie . 

Welcome Harry: what,will not this Caftle yeeldf 
Per. The Caftle royally is niann’d,my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

Bud. Roy- 
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